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CARTOONS ANID COMMENTS. 








66 President Cleveland must have been 

in a very unhappy mood the day he 
wrote that letter’. Y. Sun, December 31st, 
7885. ‘The letter the Suz refers to is the letter 
from Mr. Cleveland to Mr. Joseph Keppler. 
It denied a certain newspaper-lie, and went on 
with a few remarks on newspaper lying in gen- 
eral. We do not think that President Cleve- 
land was in an unhappy mood when he wrote 
it. He was, very likely, in an indignant mood. 
Mr. Cleveland has suffered severely from the 
readiness of newspapers to circulate calumnies, 
There are dozens of important, reputable pa- 
pers in this country that steadily and systemat- 
ically tell lies about him. Some of them do 
not invent their own lies; but only circulate 
the lies of others. Still, that is mischievous 
enough, and Mr. Cleveland has a good right 
to make public expression of his dislike of this 
treatment. 


* 
* 


* 

His letter does not say or even imply that 
all newspapers tell lies. He only condemns 
those that make a practice of circulating just 
such dyaseless stories as the one he was called 
upon f-deny. And he was quite justified in 
feeling and speaking strongly in the matter. 
Here was an irresponsible and nameless writer 
setting afloat a slander, absolutely invented 
from the first word to the last. It was not a 
mere exaggeration or mis-statement. It was in 
every detail a work of fiction. ‘Iwo letters 





, land, and perhaps New York City, want a high 


were described—their contents sketched out— ' 


which this writer said had passed between Mr. 
Cleveland and Mr. Keppler, when, as a matter 
of fact, there had never been a line of corre- 
spondence between them. The whole story 
was intended to cast discredit upon Mr. Kepp- 


ler, and, to some extent, upon Mr. Cleveland. 


* 
* 


a 

And this story, wherever it started, was 
copied, without investigation, by a well-known 
journal of character and standing. Surely this 
was a most unprincipled performance. Surely 
it called for severe condemnation. And just as 
surely it got it, at the hands of a man who 


speaks with dignity and directness. 


















































































































‘© Faith, a man moight as well l’ave his loife on the sidewalk, av he wants to git across wid his existence!” 








CITY FLOWERS. 





O city flowers, what kin are you 

To country children of sun and dew? 
Hot-house-bred wantons, glad to be sold 

To bloom and be sweet for Sin and Gold! 
Willing to play your prettiest part 

For Jack and the bride of his honest heart. 
Willing to grace the bargain base 

When docdering Goldrake takes his place 
In his cosy coupé, and by his side 

Sits fair May Moneyless, purchased bride. 
And to fill the air with perfume rare 

When later she waltzes with wild Dick Dare. 
And yet, though I know you sometimes go 
With a message of light to the home of woe— 
As sweet is your smell in the murderer’s cell, 
Who could do without you about as well. 
And weary and woful things are you 

To the little flower-girl, ‘* tired all through,” 
And to nosegayed ‘Thomas, erect and trim, 
In the rumble behind rich Mrs, Prim. 

Nature disowns you, O flowers of town, 

And even when Sorrow shall lay you down 
On the new-made grave, you are worked in a wreath 
As lifeless and cold as the clay beneath. 


* 


* * 


The principle of local self-government is not 
sufficiently well understood in this country. 
Many of our troubles arise from our habit of 
letting other people do our governing for us, 
Because Pennsylvania and a part of New Eng- 


protective tariff, the rest of the country ac- 
quiesces in a burdensome and unwise policy. 
Because Nevada wants to sell her silver, the 
nation has to struggle under the weight of a 
depreciated and inconvenient currency. Be- 
cause St. Lawrence and Chemung Counties 
want to have a hand in the management of the 
affairs of the city of New York, the citizens of 
New York submit to their insolent dictation. 
- 


* * 


There can be no good results from this sort 
of thing. It cannot conduce to the greatest 
good of the greatest number. Nobody wishes 
to injure the business of the silver miners. But 
the fact that their market does not suit them is 
no reason why the people of the entire country 





should have to pay their debts in a currency | 








that is not worth its face value, and that is gen- 
erally undesirable and awkward. Yet that is 
just what the silver miners demand. It would 
be quite as reasonable if all the tanners of the 
United States were to insist that leather should 
be substituted for paper in the manufacture of 
greenbacks. We want silver as a circulating 
medium. just as far as it is useful and convenient; 
but we co not wish to be forced to use it when 
its use involves positive disadvantages to trade 
and commerce. 


* 


a * 


Nobody desires to take from our hayseed 
legislators one jot of their just rights. But they 
have no just right to meddle with our muni- 
cipal affairs, They cannot know our needs as 
we know them, This is shown clearly enough 
by the two facts that they have given us our 
present city government, and that it is about 
as hideously bad as any government known to 
the civilized world, There is no need of going 
over the proofs of mismanagement which have 
been spread out in the columns of the daily 
papers. The New York tax-payer must know 
by this time that he is the worst cheated man 
in the country. And if he will be moved by 
the emptiness of his pocket to agitate the torpor 
of his brain, he will see that it is because he 
has let others do for him what he should have 
done for himself. 





THE darkest hour is just before the dawn of Puck’s 
ANNUAL, which has now been dawning in all its roseate 
beauty for over a week, at twenty-five cents, of all re- 
spectable newsdealers. Every cloud has a silver (25 
cent) Puckling; for a man in his time reads many Pucks, 
his acts being seven ages. At first the infant, clawing 
the ANNUAL in the nurse’s arms, and then the school- 
boy, reading it in the barn while playing hookey. And 
then the lover, sighing like a hay-cutter while reading 
the PICKINGs to his lady’s false front. And then the 
soldier, full of canal profanity and bearded like a tramp, 
sudden to take up Puck in a railway-car, and jealous 
of the man who has thé money to buy the ANNUAL. And, 
last of all, the lean and slippered pant (Anglicé, trousers) 
sits in his study of a winter evening, and, though sams 
teeth, sams hair, sans ears, he brings his hand down on 
the table, and says he wouldn’t be sams PucK’s ANNUAL 


| for 1886, or the PickinGs, both First and Second Crop, 


for anything, 

































































PUCK. 





THE LAST FLY OF SUMMER. In convention assembled, the flies disposed 


On one foot, the others drawn up in its feath- 
ers, the Last Fly of Summer stood looking out 
of the window—“ that resort of the troubled 
mind ”?—watching the first snow-flake wildly 
whifling earthward. ‘The snow- flake disap- 
peared in the mud; and a dead leaf moving 
restlessly over the spot seemed to the melan- 
choly fly like an uneasy ghost in a brown duster. 

The Last Fly of Summer was no common 
fly. He had been celebrated throughout fly- 
dom as a fly with an uncommonly big head. 
Fearless and impetuous, he had been the hero 
of many a hotly contested debate. On a mem- 
orable occasion at Sugarbowl House he had 


promptly decided beyond dispute “ why butter” 


is not good for flies”? by jumping into it head- 
first, and sticking there till helped out witha 
table-fork. He also proved, by demonstration, 
the impossibility of a fly escaping from a gauze 
wire-trap, unless the awkward boarder knocks 
over the trap and breaks off its top. It was 
also by demonstration that he convinced the 
doubting ‘Thomases that it was as possible to 
get too much stuck on fly-paper as on some 
other things. It was for impaling purposes that 
the good boy with an evil pin rescued him; but 
Fate had marked the demonstrative fly with 
her dexter finger: he was predestined to be the 
Last Fly of Summer; and the cruel pin impaled 
the good boy’s thumb instead of the fly. 











29] 





of the antediluvian conundrum, “Where do all 
the pins go to?” summarily and without dis- 
pute; pin manufactories were run solely in the 
interest of the inquisitorial youth - said youth 
being propagated for the sole purpose of ab- 
sorbing aforesaid pins for the sole purpose of 
sticking them into flies, But the great ques- 
tion, ‘‘ Where do all the flies go to?” remained 
as unsolvable a riddle with them as it does to 
the “ flyest”? animal in creation. 

The Last Fly of Summer was thinking it 
over at this moment. Where were the gilded 
companions with whom he had reveled at the 
Sign of the Silver Beer-Glass ? Where were the 
dauntless discoverers with whom he had pene- 
trated the jungles of many a human auricle? 
Where were the lovely Light-of-wings—they of 
the downy cheek, sugared lip and many-prism’d 
eye? Sadly— softly Echo answered: “Where!” 

Down from the leaden sky came the second 
snow-flake of winter: fluttering in airy uncer- 
tainty, brushing the window-pane, it fell on the 
sill. Then the Last Fly of Summer, with a last 
long look in the mirror, stretched his stiffened 
legs and climbed high up the casing; ‘there he 
fixed himself firmly, and calmly he awaited dis- 
solution. Ere gray Dawn had touched up her 
pallid cheeks with red, and the first snow-flake’s 
drift-covered grave with dazzling white, the Last 
Fly of Summer had solved the problem of its 
deciduous life. B. Zim. 





THE MARCH OF NEWSPAPER ENTERPRISE. 


ARMERS| 


i Nf NS y 








‘«My dear sir, please give me your name and address,” 


‘What for, stranger?” 


‘I am the hotel reporter of the Dai/y Spotter, and I want to mention you among the ‘ Promi- 
nent Arrivals.’ ‘Two dollars and a half will cover the entire expense.” 








Purkerings. 





I’M a solemn old bird, and I ’m chilled to the heart, 
Out here in the wind and the cold; 

I sigh for a shawl and a hat to impart 
Warmth to me as I squawk in the wold. 


I'd like buck-skin gloves for my poor little feet, 
To strengthen their grip on the twig, 

While the dry, rusty oak leaves make music unsweet 
To my soul as the grunt of a pig. 


I ‘d rather hang up in the air by my heels, 
At the front of a grocery shop, 

‘lhan be here in the tree, where each zephyr congeals 
The cocktail of joy in my crop. 


Could TI live as I like, I should be very soon 
At far Union Hill daily heard, 

In Gottlieb von Dinkelspiel’s lager saloon, 
A tame and a curious bird. 


I ’d skip right along on the sand on the floor, 
I ’d greet smiling Hans at his beer, 

And with the free lunch to the tree-top I’ d soar, 
And my bosom would boil with good cheer. 


On any such blizzard-like morning as this 
I ’d perch on the top of the stove, 
And pour forth my soul in a lyric of bliss 
That I never could pour in the grove. 
Oh, could I but get to that cosy saloon, 
Just now to the stove like a shot 
I ’d fly, and I ’d be through the door very soon, 
And hatching the egg-coals red-hot. 


‘THERE ARE said to be no paupers in China, 
If Chinese emigration were altogether stopped, 
this might be changed. 


KiNG THEBAw had forty-seven brothers when 
he was a boy. Now he has none. ‘This is one 
of the advantages of being King of Burmah. 


Mrs. Lancrtry speaks of this country as “ her 
dear America.’? It is not announced when 
Mrs, Langtry intends to return, but we infer 
that the time is not very remote. 





FIVE FEMALE lawyers have established them- 
selves in practice in Arizona. ‘The position of 
territorial judge in Arizona is likely to be less 
sought for in the future than in the past, 


Ir 1s when a hen rushes up and down the 
bank, full of maternal anxiety lest, peradventure, 
her little ducks get drowned, that she fully real- 
izes the fact that she is not in the swim. 


A GEORGIA GROCER recently offered to allow 
a customer to eat all the sugar he pleased for a 
month for twenty-five cents a day. The un- 
fortunate customer is now in the hands of a 
physician, who is endeavoring to get the sand 
out of his system. Pe 

SINCE THE death of General Grant, it is stat- 
ed that he was accustomed to paint in water- 
colors at West Point. And yet it was not as 
an artist that General Grant won his greatest 
fame. We offer this as a suggestion to several 





water-color artists of our acquaintance. 
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It was a half-finished crayon portrait of a 
woman’s face, and it hung on the wall in the 
study, surrounded by etchings and oil-paintings, 
like a modest pearl in a coronet of diamonds, 
rubies and emeralds. Yet no one ever came 
into the room who did not notice this crayon 
sketch, with its few suggestive lines, and ask 
whose portrait it was, and wny it had never 
been finished. 

It was,this, as much as anything else, that 
made the round terra-cotta Placque, with its 
impossible humming-bird, unnatural flowers and 
bright surface, dislike it. ‘The truth of the mat- 
ter was, the smart little Placque, which never 
was noticed, was madly jealous, furiously envi- 
ous, and wildly indignant. ‘This, however, was 
only to be expected. Common little Placques, 
like common little people, see no beauty in any- 
thing that is not resplendent with varnish, spick, 
span and redolent with newness. 

So one morning the Placque looked over at 
the Portrait and observed, sneeringly: 

“Well, you haven’t grown any during the 
night.” 

‘The portrait made no reply, although it heard 
the remark perfectly well. Pictures have ears, 
as well as the walls. 

“IT begin to think,” continued the jealous 
little Placque: “that you never will grow any 
more. You evidently have been stunted. I[ 
wonder what you were begun for. Why were 
you? Did he intend you for an advertising- 
sign, or an illustration in a morning paper ?”’ 

“ 1il tell you why 1 was begun,” replied the 
Portrait: “1 was begun because he couldn’t 
help it.” 

“ Couldn’t help it, eh ?”’ retorted the Placque, 
spitefully: “He had committed some crime, 
had he, and drew you as a penance ?” 

“ Nothing of the sort,’ answered the Portrait, 
with natural indignation: “ Years ago, before 





AFTER MANY YEARS. 





the girl who painted you was born, he made a | and when I look at you I can picture her any- 


trip up the coast of Maine in his father’s yacht. 
‘This was before he owned this house. He was 
the same romantic man then that he is now. 
One day, while he was off on a sketching-trip, 
he met my original. He only saw her a mo- 
ment. She was riding past in her father’s chaise, 
but the beauty of her face captivated him. He 
tried to follow her, but she soon disappeared in 
a cloud of dust around a bend in the road, and 
he never saw her again, That night he drew 
me. He didn’t finish me then, because, so he 
said, he intended to find the original and make 
me an exact likeness, ‘hat is why he never 
finished me.” 

“Well,” observed the Placque: “I don’t 
think he was very anxious to find her, or he 
could have done so very easily.” 

“That is because you are too young to know 
everything,” replied the Portrait, with an air 
of superior wisdom which, in this case, was ex- 
tremely appropriate: ‘“ He went back the next 
summer, and the next, and the one after that, 
hoping that he might meet her. But she had 
moved away, the people said, and no one could 
tell him where. Her father had gone, too, and 
all traces of her family were lost. That is why 
he never found her, and that, too, is the reason 
he never married.” 

“I am not surprised at that,” interrupted the 
Placque: “ if she wasn’t any more finished than 
you are.” 

“But she was,’’ responded the Portrait, 
quickly: ‘‘She was more beautiful than any 
woman you ever saw, and often and often he 
has sat down in this study, with his pencil and 
paper, and drawn her as she looked to him that 
sunny September day; but his pictures never 
seemed to suit him, He always tore them up. 
‘I like you,’ he has said to me: ‘ because you 
are not finished. You are like a dream of her, 








thing I like.’ You see,’? added this wise little 
Portrait: “his ideal had changed very often 
since that day, years ago, and from these few 
lines of mine he could fancy any portrait he 
chose. ‘I will finish you some day when I see 
her,’ he has said; ‘and then you shall be the 
finest portrait in the world.’ ” 

“Well, don’t become puffed up with pride,” 
retorted the Placque, sagely: “ You know pride 
always comes before a fall.” 

“You must have been very proud, then, at 
one time,”’ remarked the half-finished Portrait, 
with quiet sarcasm, and with this the conversa- 
tion ended. 

The next day the owner of the house went 
into the study and took down the Portrait, 
which he carried away with him into his studio. 
A few hours later he brought it back and hung 
it in its accustomed place. When the Placque 
looked at it again, the humming-bird cracked 
the varnish in its astonishment, and the flowers 
fluttered on their stalks with amazement. 

The artist had finished the portrait. 

The lines were rounded and full of curves, 
The head was bald, the face flabby, the eyes 
heavy, and the cheeks hung down with fatness, 
The dress, which was that of a farmer’s wife, 
was puffed out like a balloon inflated for an 
ascension, and coarse boots enveloped her feet. 
By her side she led two shock-haired country 
lads, freshly tinted with the soil, and outlined 
in the distance was a huckster’s cart. A few 
buildings whick formed the background indi- 
cated the presence of Gansevoort Market. 

He had met the original. The fall had come, 
and the Placque smiled so widely that it broke 
in twain, and the servant swept it into the ash- 
barrel with the dust from the floor. 


BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 














‘Get up, Mr. Muldoon!—the shanty ’s on fire, an’ the roof ’l] fall in on yez!” 
‘* Never fear, Mrs. O’Hara; it’s mesilf that’s insured ag’inst accidents.” 


| MY CLOCKS. 





| I have just half-a-dozen clocks, 
With faces round and bright, 
And every day it puzzles me 
To know which one is right. 


The cuckoo coos it nine o’clock, 
Another says half-past; 

I know not which is right or wrong, 
Or which is slow or fast. 


My bed-room time-piece says I have 
An hour in bed to dwell, 

The cook looks at the kitchen clock, 
And rings the breakfast-bell. 


The study clock at half-past twelve 
Sends me to bed elate, 

And in a fleeting hour or two 
Another clock strikes eight. 


By that which says I ’ve ample time 
I miss the train and swear; 

The one that makes me jump and run 

. Proves I have time to spare. 


I sometimes rise and dress in haste 
Because it ’s striking ten; 

When, finding it 's but seven, I 
Go back to bed again. 


The clock. by which I’m never fooled 
Is standing in the hall. 

O hundred-dollar Gallic clock 
That never goes at all, 


I’d rather see you standing there 
Beside the oaken door, 

Telling me all the blesséd time 
Tis twenty-five of four. 


O clocks, you ’re never uniform, 
And always seem to me 
Perplexing more than doctors, when 
The doctors disagree. 
R. K. M. 
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Tue HISTORIAN OF THE FUTURE. 


Who does not know the historian 
of the future? Who does not enjoy 
a familiar acquaintance with his 
works? ‘There is something about 
him strangely charming and pleas- 
ing. 
Tn my boyhood days, when I used 
to “bulldoze” a majority vote out 
of a country debating -society, I 
would go to the historian of the 
future as to a fountain of hope and 
inspiration, and come away from 
him refreshed, vivified and “ load- 
ed.” I have always been better 
read in the works of the future his- 
torian than in the works of the his- 
torian of the past. I find it easier 
to memorize the historian of the 
future; and when my memory is 
treacherous in quoting from him, | 
am comparatively exempt from the 
shafts of jealous critics. 

We of the present day, or, rather, 
those of us who are brilliant, am- 
bitious, or higi-toned, ought to 
stand in awe of the historian of the 
future. Our lives are to furnish the 
protoplasm for his pages. Our faces 
must be used for the illustrations in 
his books. How important it is, 
then, to so order our lives that we 
may shine and sparkle and glitter 
and coruscate when we go sounding 
down the ages in the histories of 
the future! How important it is that 
we should look as handsome as pos- 
sible, that we may not bankrupt and 
ruin the country weeklies of the fu- 
ture, when wood-cuts of our classic 
visages shall begin to adorn their 
columns! 

From the historian of the past we 
have nothing to fear, Against the 
arrows of his envy and malice we 
oppose the majestic zgis of the 
cemetery, and proudly defy his cal- 
umnious assaults. He sleeps in the 
silence of the tomb, while we brave- 
ly walk the earth above him. His 
power to do evil is gone; the day 
of his bad eminence has passed 
away, and we do not need the vi- 
sion of prophecy to remember that 
he is numbered with the things that 
were. We are beyond his reach. 
We may rend the veil that hides 
his faults, with no one to molest or 
make us afraid. We may cast re- 
flections on his ancestry without fear 
of the consequences, 

But the case is different with the 
historian of the future. We must 
treat him with respect. We must in- 
quire after his health, and compli- 
ment his children and his literary 
style. When his grammar and rhe- 
toric appear a little knee-sprung and 
dyspeptic, we must pass it over as a 
venial fault. No matter what we 
may think or do in the case, the his- 
torian of the future will have the 
last lick, and it is the part of a wise 
man to have that lick fall as lightly 
as possible. J. A. M. 








A Sun Mytu — Its Circulation. 

* How I Foitep A LAWYER”? is 
the title of a new book. The author 
probably did not employ him. 


A WEaTHER-Cock— DeVoe. 


HOW MR. CHINNYWICK SAW A GHOST. 
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ANGELINA (whose father has forbidden Charles to visit 


his daughter).—** Oh, Charley, there is pa! What shal/ 
we do? Here, this chair-cover, quick!” 


Tableau of innocence when the old gentleman enters 
room. Charles, seated on the coal-scuttle, resembles an 
easy-chair. 
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O. G. (who has been to a convivial gathering).—*« My 


dear, please bring me a glass of water.”” (Removes in- 
cumbrances and throws himself into easy-chair.) 
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Tableau No. 2. Love’s last adieu. 


O. G.—** Why, my dear, whatever is the matter?” 

ANGELINA.—‘* Why, pa, you have just fallen over the 
easy-chair and upset the scuttle. Did you ever!” 

O. G.—** Bless me! I thought I had seen a ghost. 
That last cigar or something must have been a little too 
strong for my head,” 
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A MODEL OF RHETORIC. 


At long intervals in the history of the litera- 
ture of the English language, ever since the 
chronicles of Geoffroy Gaimar and Robert 
Wace were translated, there have been pro- 
duced literary compositions that have at once, 
by the universal voice, been exalted to the first 
rank. American writers and scholars have long 
felt with humiliation that their country had as 
yet produced ro literary work that, measured 
by all tests, reached the standard of the class- 
ical models of English rhetoric; and it is, there- 
fore, with some satisfaction that we offer to our 
countrymen an extract from the Los Angeles 
Evening Union, as the bequest of the Pacific 
slope to the world at large: 


The old, but true, axiom that ¢*It is human to err and 
divine to forgive’ was forcibly illustrated in the drama 
of «* May Blossom,” produced at the Grand Opera Ilouse 
last evening, and that the sentiment was thoroughly un- 
derstood by the intelligent audience, and exposition of 
same sentiment ably done by the company, was attested 
by the attentive listening, strained watching and hearty 
applause accorded by our keen, well-meaning and prac- 
tical Angelenos present. 
occurrences of the play is in the Old Dominion — Virginia; 
time, previous to the Civil War; principal characters, the 
simple, patient, honest and affectionate fishermen. The 
scenery of that prolific southern region, ‘Ole Virginny,” 
is grand and true to nature; the luxuriaut fields, thickly 
covered groves, majestic oak and hickory-trees, purling 
brooks and broad rivers refreshing to the vision of lovers 
of nature and the natives of our glorious country. The 
happy thought of the playwright in including in the cast 
a real representative of dear childhood, in the character 
of Ida May, and enacted by a sweet bit of female inno- 
cence aged four years, was creditable to the author, and 
took immensely with the audience, who one and all could 
kiss and hug it for its simple, unaffected acting. Espe- 
cially impressive was this angelic creature’s rendition of 
her part when, in the concluding act, she brought the 
estranged father and mother together, using the ancient 
and accepted truism of ¢ all’s fair in love and war’ with 
telling effect in consummating the mutual heart-yearning 
reconciliation of the parents, who admit the truth of 
vows pledged at the altar to be thenceforward true to the 
same. The moral of the drama appeals to the sympathy 
of all well-meaning people, as heaven -inspired, and 
leaves an instructive as well as an amusing impression 
on all who witness this American play. 


However, we leave the decision concerning 
the place this sparkling gem of composition is 
to be given on the scroll of literature to more 


competent judges, and only desire at present to | 


call the attention of writers to the Union’s arti- 
cle as a model of dramatic criticism. Observe 
how forcibly the entire import of the drama is 
presented in the first sentence by the quotation 
from Pope—-a trifle garbled, to be sure - which 
the author of the article, with remarkable per- 
spicacity, defines as an “ old, but true, axiom.” 
In the next few lines how gracefully the au- 
dience and the players are complimented, with- 
out any undue rhetorical splurge, but with the 
quiet and delicate phraseology of a Goldsmith 
or a blacksmith, as follows: “*** ‘That the 
sentiment was thoroughly understood by the 
intelligent audience, and exposition of same 
sentiment ably done by the company, was at- 
tested by the attentive listening, strained watch- 
ing and hearty applause accorded by our well- 
meaning and practical Angelenos present.’ 
The finesse of the lines that we have requoted 
should not pass without further attention. The 
delicate compliment to the actors and the 
drama conveyed in the qualification of the 
audience as not only intelligent, but well-mean- 
ing and practical, should go on record as a 
Los Angelic classic, while the cumulative group- 
ing of the participles is beyond all praise. 
Strolling further in this field of rhetoric, and 
passing other gorgeous flowers of thought, we 
pause to note how perfectly the fishermen of 
Virginia are described with but four adjectives 
—simple, patient, honest and affectionate, all 
the qualities of the donkey. Then, what a pic- 
ture the author paints of the scene of the play 
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THE WAY MR, JOSEPH PULITZER GOES TO CONGRESS. 
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There is nothing to show that the Honorable Joseph 


Pulitzer has been at his post for a single day.— 7he Sun. 


THE Hon. Jor —* Ain’t, eh—ain’t at my post? 








—Juxuriant fields, thickly covered groves, ma- | 


jestic oak and hickory-trees, purling brooks and 
broad rivers,’ which, he goes on to state, are 
“refreshing to the vision of lovers of nature 
and the natives of our glorious country.”? The 
only improvement we might suggest is that the 
phrase “glorious climate of California” be 
used in connection with the vision of lovers of | 
nature; and we pause to compliment the Grand 
Opera House upon the realism of the..stage- 
setting which produced such an effect upon 
the dramatic critic of the Union. 

The characterization of Ida May as “a sweet 
bit of female innocence, aged four years,” is 
another happy inspiration that should not go 
unnoticed; and the statement that the audience, 
“one and all, could kiss and hug it (the inno- , 
cence) for its simple, unaffected acting” indi- | 
cates that a careful canvas was made of the | 
house. There is real strength, also, in the con- 
ception of a “mutual heart-yearning recon- 
ciliation,” though the assertion tiat the moral 
is heaven-inspired may be open to question, 
since we believe that Mr. David Belasco claims 
that credit himself. 

However, the new classic must be taken as 
it stands, and as such we commend it to the 
attention and consideration of man and_ beast. 


Veeping Rachel! vot do you call dis, aennyhow ?” 








A PORTRAIT OF a murderer in a Detroit pa- 
per has Jed to the capture of the criminal. ‘lhis 
will teach men not to be so ready to sue papers 
for — libels when their portraits are pub- 
lished. 


Four younc ladies, relatives of the wealthy 
banker, Corcoran, of Washington, play banjo 
quartets for him every evening. ‘Thus we see 
that the rich have their sorrows as well as the 
poor.- 

THERE 1s an old saying that all things will 
come to him that waits, ‘This should encourage 
the many men who are at present suffering for 
postmasterships. 


AN EMINENT English artist is said to have 
painted his own portrait when he was intoxi- 
cated. This is the only excuse he offers, we 
believe. oes 
BOOM is said to have struck 
The writing is probably done 


A LITERARY 
Philadelphia. 


| in the dead languages. 












































—.+-——_—— 














PUCK. 


295 





A CASE FOR SYMPATHY. 


A melancholy man entered a Sixth Avenue 
toy store the other day, and wearily seated him. 
self on a stool. 

« Anything I can do for you, sir?” asked the 
clerk. 

“Yes,” sighed the man: “I want to die. I 
am tired of life. 1 want to commit suicide.” 

“T don’t think I can do anything for you,” 
responded the clerk: ‘we don’t keep poison or 
fire-arms here.”’ 

“I don’t want either, I have tried them. I 
have tried everything. This despondency came 
on me a month or so ago, and since then I have 
done nothing but search for death. I went to 
a skating-rink, got overheated, and then went 
out-doors without my overcoat. Instead of 
killing me, this cured a chronic case of bron- 
chitis I have had for ten years, Next I called 
the biggest man I knew a liar. He admitted 
the fact without a struggle. ‘hen I refused to 
buy my wife a seal-skin sacque, and she didn’t 
even whimper. A few days later, maddened 
by repeated failures, 1 drank a quart of whiskey 
at one pull, on a wager of one hundred dollars. 
I won the money without turning a hair. You 
see how I*have suffered ?” 

“You have had a hard time, it is true,’”’ sym- 
pathized the clerk. 

“That isn’t all,?? continued the sufferer, with 
asigh: “The other day I went hunting, and 
pulled my shot-gun after me over a rail-fence. 
It was no good. ‘Then I blew into the muzzle 
to see whether it was loaded. I didn’t even 
snap a cap. I next tried heroic methods. I got 
a friend of mine to point a pistol at me that he 
thought wasn’t loaded. The ball missed me 
by half-an-inch and broke a seventy-five-dollar 
pier-glass. Oh! I’m wretched.’’ 

“Well, what can I do for you?” asked the 
clerk. 

“tam tired of temporizing any longer,” said 
the unhappy man: “1 am going to make a sure 
job of it this time.” 

“ How can I assist you?” 

‘«] want to buy a toy-pistol, and if that doesn’t 


do the work, I shall swallow a pound of dyna- 
mite, and sit down ona banana-peel. If this 
fails me. 1 shall move into an absolutely fire- 
proof building, and light the kitchen fire with 
non-explosive kerosene. Good-by!”’ 








Auswers flor the Aurious. 


LITTLE JOKER. —We shall take the liberty of eliminat- 
ing you from the deck, 

WILson, Fort Leaming.—The Apaches have failed to 
do their duty in your case, and we are sincerely sorry 
for it. 

P. RUNDLEMIRE.—A man with a name like yours has 
glory enough. Don’t try to add to it by writing bad 
poems. 

F. G. S.—So you are a poet, eh? Perhaps you are, 
but we want you to understand that you cannot ped 
dle any poem to this paper that has such a rhyme as 
*¢ cuckoo” and ¢¢ stucco.” 








WHAT THE FLOWERS SAY. 





The red rose says, ‘* Be sweet,” 
And the lily bids, ** Be pure,” 
The hardy, brave chrysanthemum, 
** Be patient and endure.” 
The violet whispers, ‘* Give, 
Nor grudge nor count the cost”; 
The woodbine, ‘¢ Keep on blossoming, 
In spite of chill or frost.” 
—Philadelphia Cail. 
The crocus says, ‘* Beware,” 
‘The daisy adds, “ Don’t scoff,” 
And the chaste and fair anemone, 
With a patient sigh, ‘‘ Come off!” 


The pansy moans, “ Look out 
For the Shanghai’s clumsy feet.”’ 

“ My heart, he *s coming, he ’s coming 
‘Yo pull me up!”’ cried the beet. 


The turnip yelled, “ Keep still— 
Don’t give the racket away!” 
When the cabbage flapped its leaves 
and flew 
Far into the dying day. 








PUCK’S VIEWS AND REVIEWS. 





The latest ballad in London is, ‘* Mother, Is My Col- 
lar Clean?” For obvious reasons, this touching song will 
never be popular in Pittsburgh. ; 

‘“‘A Primary History of the United States,” [A. S, 
Barnes & Co.,] starts right in with the mound-builders, 
and comes down to Chester A. Arthur. If it hadn’t been 
published so soon, it would have contained an account of 
the election of Puck’s candidate, Grover Cleveland. But 
this will undoubtedly be in the next edition, which will 
surely be soon in demand. 

In his latest volume, Tennyson informs us that « the 
blackbirds have their wills.” As we have never heard 
of any of these wills being contested, this would seem to 
indicate that Tennyson is not very widely read by the 
legal profession. 

«¢Our Little Ones at Home and at School,” [Estes & 
Lauriat.] is a collection of excellent short stories, verses, 
and songs with music, which is just the thing to give to a 
child at the present season. It is crowded with illustra- 
tions of more than average merit. 

A Philadelphia paper has published a long article en- 
titled «* How Meissonier Works.” And now, within a 
few months, we may expect to buy first-class Meissoniers 
for the mere cost of the canvas. 


«* Worthington’s Annual for 1886” is a book that will 
fill the heart of every child with delight. It is a book 
of over two hundred pages, and almost every page con- 
tains a picture. The pictures include dolls, cats, monkeys, 
camels, and every other animal of the happy family that 
sailed in the Ark, Any poor boy who is lucky enough to 
secure a copy of this book will forget that he hasn’t a 
nice pair of club-skates, a hobby-horse, and a toy-pistol. 


‘¢ George Eliot’s Poetry and Other Studies,” by Miss 
Rose Elizabeth Cleveland, is published by Messrs. Funk 
& Wagnalls. This is a collection of critical, historical 
and didactic essays. The author has a fresh and vigorous 
way of speaking, and she has thought about what she 
says and enjoys thinking out aloud. Like her brother, 
she has the courage of her convictions, Whenever any 
authority crosses her path she proceeds to take that au- 
thority’s scalp with neatness and dispatch. {[f Miss 
Cleveland had done more writing, she would not put 
forward such a surprising show of erudition, nor would 
she be quite so enthusiastic and summary Of poor old 
Hume she makes a horrible example, but Ilume’s ghost 
can console itself with the belief that unfairness is a 
feminine privilege. Miss Cleveland is a beginner in 
book-writing, but her beok would probably have inter- 
ested some earnest cravers for ‘solid reading,” even if 
it had not been a ‘unique bit of White House litera- 
ture.” 








AURORAL. | 





| After Calverly.] 
When the sun comes brightly beaming 
In my bed-room at the morn, 
And I[ ’m lying idly dreaming 
Of a rosy, bracing horn, 
When the dew-drop gems the daisy, 
Aud the night mist disappears, 
And I softly tuck the crazy- 
Quilt around my nose and ears— 


When the tom-cat, never cheering, 
Doth no more the fence usurp, 
Ana the full-moon disappearing 
Stops the barking of the purp, 
When I hear the merry chirrup 
Of the sparrow at the sill, 
And fond thoughts of cakes and syrup 
All my being subtly thrill— 





When the milkman’s verbal volley 

Greets me like a blast from i 
And I am as melancholy 

As a bull without a bell, | 
When upon my portal Mabel 

Gives the customary rap, | 
Saying breakfast ’s on the table— 

Then I tarn and take a nap. 

R. K. M. 











A Liperty PoLe— Kosciusko. 





From Ear To Ear—St. Louis. 





A Movinc Scene—An Earthquake. 








Wuat is pie-plant? Why, the burial of 
a baker, of course. 


THE DAWN OF BETTER DAYS FOR LEARNED MEN. 


The Salaries of the Professors at Cornell University have Recently been Raised to a Decent Figure. 
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SIMPLE. 
Dedicated, with the Compliments of Puck, to the Brooklyn Bridge Trustees. 


SAVE, SURE, 











GRATUITOUS ADVISERS. 





There are people in this world who delight in making contented | 
people uncomfortable and dissatisfied with themselves and everything | 
else. They always make it a point to find fault with what you consider 
perfect, and, by dissembling in a convincing way, satisfy you that your 
life is a burden, and that you would be far happier dead. 

If you have a beautiful home on a sunny hill, the find-fault will 
tell you he would rather live in a barrel under a shade-tree than in a 
palace that stands in the roasting sun. If your house is luxuriously 
shaded, he will tell you that trees attract lightning and moisture, and 
screen mosquitos; and that if you think trees are more beneficial than 
heaven’s sunshine, why, don’t cut them down. 

If you don’t go to church, you are put down as a heathen; if you 
do go, you are told you are going for business purposes, or else that you 
are a hypocrite, 

If you ridicule Italian opera, you are told that you have no appre- 
ciation of the beautiful; and if you take a box for the season, you are 
written down as an unmitigated ass and a monument of affectation. 

If you live in the country and have a setter, the find-fault will tell 
you that you are all wrong in your ideas regarding the exact kind of 
dog to keep. He will tell you that in a lonesome country place you 
require protection, and you only get it in a good bull-terrier. If you 
own a bull-terrier, this cheering friend of yours will tell you that no sane 
man would own such a beast, because it would eat up callers, or people 
coming for assistance in cases of sickness during the night, and thereby 
get you into serious trouble. He will tell you that in the country you 
only want a dog to bark, as one bark will frighten away fifty burglars, 
and that, as any dog will bark, you might as well have the most com- 
panionable out-of-doors dog, namely, a setter. 

If you take life easy and enjoy yourself, you are told you have no 
ambition. If you bag money twenty hours per day, and lie awake the 
other four thinking up a plan to double your income, you are called 
an old skinflint, and looked upon as avaricious and miserly. 

If you pay attention to a wealthy girl, you are called an adventurer. 
If you look favorably upon one who has nothing; then you are told that 
you are a pale-gray paleontological ass. 

If you wear a suit of clothes three or four months, your fault-find- 
ing friend will not fail to make you aware of the fact that you are neg- 
lectful and slouchy to a degree that is painfully noticeable. If you do 
nothing but purchase clothing to keep pace with the fashion, you are 
told that you are a band-box dandy, and painfully effeminate. Again, 
if you are not particular about your clothing, you are requested to drink 
less ram and buy more clothes. If you follow this bit of advice, and 


come forth attired like a prince, some one will tell you not to rob your 





Then, if you spend all your money on 


stomach to cover your back. 





food, you will discover through your old fault-finding friend that you 
look as though apoplexy will get you before long, as your neck is grow- 
ing thick and your face purple. 

Ride in horse-cars, and you are told you are rich enough to keep a 


carriage. Ride in a carriage, and you are told that you are putting on 
millionaires. Smoke cigars, and you are told cigarettes are more refin- 


ing and much cheaper. Smoke cigarettes, and you are called a dude. 

If you go to house-keeping, your friend will be dissatisfied with your 
action. He will say it is much cheaper to board, and that when board- 
ing you escape a great deal of care and responsibility. If you are 
boarding, this same person will inform you that only frivolous and 
impoverished people board, that it is not a proper or respectable way to 
live, that you have to eat what is put before you, and sit at the table 
with people you despise, and be gossiped about by the whole es- 
tablishment. 

It would be folly to write all that could be written on this subject, 
as it would certainly crowd out some of the advertisements. In fact, it 
is not necessary to give further examples to show how much people who 
are not interested in you bother themselves over your health, wealth, 
prosperity, and everything else connected with you. R. K. M. 








A CALIFORNIA WIND-STORM recently blew all the water out of a 
river, leaving the river-bed so dry that it has since warped into a mount- 
ain. Soa returned Californian says. 


A TREE HAS been discovered in South America which is called the 
bullet-tree. We have a tree in the North which bears bullets, but they 
are cholera bullets. The bullet-tree, it appears, is a species of rubber- 
tree, its milk being one of the best gums known, We don’t know 
whether the rubber milk is susceptible of watering or not; but, at the 
same time, we do not think we should walk ten miles to drink a rubber 
milk-punch. ‘The rubber, we believe, is a result of churning the rubber 
milk which doesn’t turn into butter. 

THERE IS a negro at Johnston, Pa., whose mouth is so large that he 
can swallow a chicken whole. It is fortunate for the neighboring own- 
ers of poultry that he is honest as well as gifted. 








BEFORE MARRIAGE. 
“ How much are those seal-skin sacques ?”’ 
‘“Two hundred dollars.” 
“Ts that all? Haven’t you anything finer? I want to make a pres- 
ent to a young lady.” 
“ Nothing.” 
“Allright. I?ll take it.” 
AFTER MARRIAGE. 
“How much is that a yard?” 
“Three dollars,”’ 
“Nothing cheaper ?” 
“Yes. Here is some for seventy-five cents.”’ 
“Well, I only want it for my wife. You may give me five yards of 
that seventy-five-cent cloth.” . 








A PUPIL OF BERGHY’'S. 
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THE BIG CASINO. 


By O’NEAL BIGORRYEAU. 


CHAPTER I. 

The door of one of those huge casernes that 
formerly disfigured the Rue Pelletier, and which 
the genius of the late Baron Haussman sufficed 
to remove from the fair face of Paris, was, upon 
the gth of August, 185—, besieged by a vast 
concourse of people. 

The entresol of the building was occupied 
by a small marchand de vin, whose name, C. 
Mosse Farine, was conspicuously emblazoned 
over the entrance; but, although it was almost 
high noon, the shutters, contrary to the usual 
custom, had not been taken down. 

The daily life of the entire guvartier was, 
therefore, considerably upset. 

Step between a Frenchman and his /etit 
verre, and you.strike him below the belt. 

Hence a feeling of resentment pervaded the 
crowd that surrounded the door of “Le Dix 
de Carreau,”’ as the wine-shop was called, and 
occasionally found expression in words. 

“Ma foi,’ said an old fricandeau, with a 
strong Irish accent: ‘*he must have been on a 
terrible tintamarre” (racket). 

In common with the rest, he supposed the 
good Farine to have been off on one of his 
usuels, 

“ What a head!” cried a gamin: “It will be 
comme un Bureau de Poste.” 

*« Silence, soudriliard/” (you scamp,) cried a 
commanding yoice in the pafozs of the street. 

At the same instant the cover of one of those 
apertures that give access to the sewers of Paris 
was raised, and a man emerged. 

The crowd instinctively gave way. 

It was La Poule, the eminent detective. 





CHAPTER II, 


La Poule’s practised glance took in in an 
instant what had escaped the notice of the rest 
—a haggard human face peering from behind 
the transom over the door. 

It was the face of the Comte de Pocredecque. 

Suddenly the face disappeared downward. 
La Poule laughed softly. The barrel-nead upon 
which the owner of the face had been standing 
had evidently caved in. 

Having placed a cordon bleu, who chanced 
to be amongst the crowd, around the house, so 
as to guard every exit, La Poule approached 
the door and tried the knob. 

It yielded to his hand, and the door opened. | 
It was not even locked. 

A wail of regret over lost opportunities went 
up from the crowd. 

As the door swung back it encountered a 
yielding object. With great sang froid La 
Poule investigated. 

A row of overcoats depended from a line of 
hooks against the wall behind the door, and 
from beneath them projected the toes of a pair 
of number thirteens of aristocratic make. 

La Poule advanced reflectively, and stood 
with his whole weight upon the toes of these | 
boots. 

A bourgeois would have cried out with the 
pain; not so the Comte de Pocredecque. Vo- 
blesse oblige. He was silent. 

After an instant’s reflection the detective re- 
linquished this clue, and walked meditatively 
toward the back part of the shop. 

Suddenly his feet slipped from under him 
like those of a patineur a roulettes (skating-rink 
fiend). 

From beneath a closed door at the further 
extremity of the room there oozed a stream of 
dark liquid which formed the pool in which he 
had slipped. 





feet. As he did so, he detected the hand of 
the Comte de Pocredecque stretched from be- 
hind the coats in the act of securing a ham 
sandwich. 

The chain was complete. 

In another instant the haughty Comte was in 
custody. tie 

CHAPTER III, 

Arline de Croquemis was seventeen years old 
and an orphan. 

It was she who, pale with apprehension, and 
followed by the shrieks and cat-calls of the 
crowd, penetrated the cordon bleu and entered 
the shop. 

For one franc a week and found this virtuous 
damsel endowed the establishment of M. Farine 
with the example of her purity, and her ser- 
vices as an absinthe slinger. She was, therefore, 
at home. 

“ Ah, there,”’ she cried: ‘‘ ma grosseur” (my 
size). 

Suddenly she blushed. 

She had recognized the Comte, who was an 
habitué of the place, and whose account there 
was colossal. Arline loved the Comte, and there- 
fore trusted him—for drinks. 

In response to her inquiring looks, La Poule 
simply pointed to the dark red stain that tra- 
versed the floor. 

“Grand Dieu!” cried Arline, wringing her 
hands: “I am, then, too late!” 

And running to the door whence the gory 
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liquid proceeded, she flung it open with a 
strength born of despair. 

Her worst fears were realized. ‘The cash of 
Chateau d’Espagne had sprung a leak, 


CuHapTerR IV. 

La Poule was for once at fault. 

“ It seems, then, Monsieur, that you are inno- 
cent,” he said to the Comte. 

Yet he was not satisfied. There was evi- 
dently ux négre dans le tas de bois. 

‘ The slate!” 

It was the voice of Arline, who had gone be- 
hind the counter. 

“The slate. It is gone!” . 

The Comte de Pocredecque shuddered, As 
he did so, the missing slate, insecurely held 
beneath his coat, fell to the floor with a crash. 

The mystery was revealed. ‘Ihat slate con- 
stituted the only lien on his estates, the one 
bar to his marriage with the Duchesse de 
Jacquepot. 

This discovery, then, meant ruin—moral and 
financial, , 

Arline fell upon his neck and forgave him— 
Arline, the woman he would have wronged. 

“1 love you, Henri, and will marry you!” 
she cried. 

What a thing is a woman! 

Reader, judge not. It was the only way to 
collect her bill, and she knew it. 

F. E. CHAse, 

















La Poule shuddered and rose hastily to his 
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*¢¢ Music hath charms’—oh, yes—well, I’m chained to the spot!” 
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CONCERNING INTERNATIONAL 
COPYRIGHT. 


I was recently discussing the subject of inter- 
national copyright with a friend who is an en- 
thusiastic advocate of it. I was not so certain 
of the correctness of his views, and ventured to 
suggest some tentative arguments in favor of 
the abolition of all copyright law. The op- 
ponents of copyright claim that a crying need 
of the times is cheap books, and that inter- 
national copyright would raise the price of 
books. This argument was presented to my 
obdurate friend, but without effect. He could 
not be convinced. 

“We have,’’ he said, with a snappy and em- 
phatic manner: “too much Henry James in 
our literary business and too much Jesse James 
in our publishing business. Writers have rights 
which ought to be respected.” 

I then reasoned with the man and labored 
diligently to raake him see the fallacy of his 
singular views. I tried to make him understand 
that the people wanted universal cheapness in 
everything—cheap books, cheap mules, cheap 
poultry, cheap pies. I readily admitted the 
many difficulties which stand in the way of 
universal cheapness. In the far West an enter- 
prising class of political economists have la- 
bored diligently to reduce to practice the allur- 
ing theory of cheap mules and horses; but, 
then, the cheap jurisprudence of frontier mobs 
and vigilant committees has interfered mate- 
rially with the smoothness of their plans, 

The Southern penitentiaries are serious ob- 
stacles in the way of the cheap hog propaganda; 
while the county jails everywhere are so many 
stumbling-blocks in the way of the cheap poul- 
try industry. But the unconquered spirit of 
reform must move ahead and bide its time. 

I tried to make my opinionated friend under- 
stand why it is that everything should be cheap. 
People are prosperous when they all have mo- 
ney; but how can they accumulate money if 
they must pay for everything that they get? 
Make it lawful for everybady to get anything 
he wants—books included —without paying for 
it, and the people will all soon be rich. With 
this and other syllogistic slugs of anti-copyright 
logic I pelted the hard cranium of my friend, 
but without success, 

-I then tried to explain to him that the mat- 
ter of copyright is not so important, after all, 
because writers have not the same physiological 
constitution as other people, and consequently 
do not need the same necessaries of life. 

“T will undertake to prove to you,” he re- 
plied, with superstitious confidence: “that au- 
thors have the same interior arrangements as 
other people.” 

This seemed to be going too far. It seemed 
incredible that the author of a sublime novel 
or a beautiful poem should be handicapped 
with such homely equipments as digestive or- 
gans and gastric juice. 

“Well,” continued my companion: “I have 
a medical friend, and one day I assisted him 
in dissecting a dead poet. We wanted to see 
what the thing was made of.” 

“ What did he die of ?”? I asked. 

He described the remains, and I explained 
to him at once that the man had died of in- 
voluntary disuse of the masticating apparatus, 
aggravated with consequent suspension of the 
assimilating process and inertia of the organs 
of digestion. 

“Perhaps you are right,” he replied: “ but 
it was rumored that he had starved to death. 
At any rate, we dissected him and found in 
him chyle, chyme, gastric juice, liver, and 
other familiar paraphernalia of the inner man.’ 

I then suggested to the fellow that perhaps 
his medical friend had imposed upon his cre- 
dulity; but he scouted the idea, Then he asked, 
with warmth: 








*THE ROLLER-SKATE MANIA. 
































The lady of the house, having been startled 
by a loud crash from the kitchen, investigates. 


Up-sTairs Girt.—** Me and cook, Ma’am, was practising, so we could go to the rink Saturday 
night, when we made a bit of a slip-up Ma’am, that’s all.” 








“Don’t you think that a printed creation of 
the brain is as sacred as an invented rat-trap ?” 

I then, though reduced to despair, tried to 
make my stubborn friend understand that there 
is no parallelism between them. The rat-trap 
is sanctified through its historical association 
with the family fireside, the family altar, the 
family cupboard, and the family mice. It rests 
under the shadow of the Penates and gathers 
about itself a glorified halo of domesticity. 

But all this was lost upon my interlocutor, 
In fact, he is a “traditionist,’? and refuses to 
be convinced. J. A. Macon. 








No crowp turns out to see him come; no 
bugles drown the echoing drum; no plaudits 
fall in vocal showers; no maidens strew his way 
with flowers; no police sergeant’s phalanx stood 
to hold in check the multitude; no delegation 
came to meet; alone he hoofed it down the 
street; alone before the clerks he stands and 
pens his name with trembling hands. Awe- 
struck he hears that magnate say: “Front! 
Nine-ought-forty! Right away!” Alone he 
climbs the distant stairs, and no one knows and 
no one cares to what lost room he has to climb 
—the base-ball man in winter-time.— Brooklyn 
Eagle. 

A GEorGIA paper says: “A rich life, riotous 
in its affluence, is spent at last. The deeps 
through which it swept in thunderous majesty, 
and the shoals over which it tumbled noisily, 
are drained and bare.” If the paper had been 
enjoying a “rush of advertisements,” it would 
have merely said: “ Robert ‘loombs is dead.” 
—Norristown [erald. 


NEWSPAPER REPORTER (to president of com- 
pany).—‘ Has your company taker. any steps 
yet to pay its taxes?” 

“Why, certainly, sir. We have made two 
protests against the constitutionality of the law.” 
— Wall Street News. 





A MAN named Peter Bodema recently flogged 
his fourteen-year-old son and kicked him out 
of doors for buying candy. It is to be hoped 
that hereafter young Bodema will have sense 
enough to buy pie.—feck’s Sun. 

‘*Wuat a farmer needs in this world, to be 
successful,” remarked Deacon Hayseed: “is a 
good wife. Then he’s all right. My wife could 
git up in the mornin’ at four o’clock, milk fif- 
teen cows, feed six horses, git breakfast for 
twenty hands, an’ be all ready for a day’s work 
afore six o’clock. That’s what I call a good 
wife.” 

“ Doesn’t she do it now, Deacon ?”? he was 
asked. 

“Oh, no,” he replied, wiping away a tear: 
“she’s dead.”— Belfast (Me.) Journad. 





CATARRH AND BRONCHITIS CuRED.—A clergyman, 
after years of suffering from that loathsome disease, Ca- 
tarrh, and vainly trying every known remedy, at last 
found a prescription which completely cured and saved 
him from death. Any sufferer from this dreadful disease 
sending a self-addressed stamped envelope to Dr. J. 
Flynn & Co., 117 East 15th St., New York, will receive 
the recipe free of charge. 413 


‘To se a healthy and happy people, we have got to take care 


of our diet. What he eats and what he drinks should be the most 


important subject of a man’s consideration; for, if his digestion 


is in good condi ion, his morals are the same. In America, people 
are in such a hurry to get their work done and their money made 
that they neglect their food, and when they have accumulated 
their fortunes they haven’t the health to enjoy them. They have 
kept up their working powers on stimulants, tea or coffee, that 
ruin the digestion and play the mischief with the liver, instead of 
drinking Baker’s soothing and wholesome Breakfast Cocoa, which 
digests itself while it nourishes the b dy. 434 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 

Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 


PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1886, 
Now Ready. Price 25 Cents. 
Mailed to any address on receipt of price. 
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LO THE PUBLIC. 


OUR STOCK OF 


DOMESTIC & IMPORTED WOOLENS 
HAS NEVER BEEN SURPASSED. 


The Latest Designs. Newest Colorings. 


Business Suits to order from $20.00 


Trousers és 66 5.00 
Dress Suits a ‘6 30.00 
Fall Overcoats ** « 18.00 


Nos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery 
and 
No. 771 BROADWAY, 


Opposite Stewart's, New York. 


Samples and rules for self-measurement sent on application. 














5 STORIES FOR 30 CENTS! 


Ogilvie’s Popular Reading, Number Twenty-four, contains 
the following five complete stories, each one of which is worth $1.00: “ From 

Out the Gloom,” by the author of “ Dora Thorne,” etc.; **The Missing Dia- 
monds,” by the author of “ Wife or Widow,” etc. ; “ A Strange Dream,” by 
Rhoda Broughton}, “* Lady Marabout’s Troubles, or The Worries SA Chap 
eron,” by “ Oulda;” “ The Doctor’s Daughter. % by Mrs. Henry W' Ye 
contains alsoa handsome frontispiece, printed in geatve colors, and Is pened 
somely buund, Sold by all dealers, or mailed for 30 cents b 

J.8. OGILVIE & CO., PuBLISHERS, 


371 31 Rose STREET, NEW YORK. 


IN ADVANCE, 


Now Winter is fighting his battles 
With many an icicle lance, 

But I’m writing a *‘ gentle spring” poem, 
Which the editors wish ‘in advance,” 


It is full, as is usual, of ** violets,” 
It alludes to the ‘‘ robin’s first peep,” 
Though a blizzard ’s a daily occurrence 
And the snow-drifts are seven feet deep. 


But the editors—singular creatures, 
To whom I am bound hand and foot— 
Grasp at Father Time’s typical forelock, 
Till it’s nearly pulled out by the root. 


For they get ’way ahead of the season, 
In a manner most wily and arch; 

So that while you are reading December 
They finish the number for March, 


And he who would hope for acceptance 
Must strike up betimes with his tune, 

And sing Harvest Home in midwinter 
And jingle his sleigh-bells in June. 


So when my spring poem is finished, 
No rest does my weary pen get; 
I must write a review of a novel 
Which isn’t itself written yet. 
— Bessie Chandler, in Century ** Bric-a-Brac.” 

Wuo Has THE CHESTNUTS OF THE GooD 
Dramatist ?— There are, in M. d’Ennery’s 
works, 84 orphan boys, 112 orphan girls, 60 
blind men and women, 93 young girls who 
elope, 22 fratricides, 8 parricides, 145 found 
children, 162 lost children, 116 kidnapped chil- 
dren, 124 substitutions of children, 212 stolen 
wills, 216 stolen pocket-books, 198 duels with 
swords, 168 duels with pistols, 8 duels with 
knives, 2 duels with sabres, 10 duels with hatch- 
ets, 13 incendiaries, 123 murders by fire, 136 
murders by poison, 46 by drowning, 26 guilty 
convicts, 62 innocent convicts, 80 ticket-of- 
leave men, 115 escapes from prison, 40 cases of 
mad insanity, 259 unfaithful wives by actual 
count.— Zhe Playbill. 

‘THE poet who sighed because there are no 
birds in last year’s nests has been taken home 
to his little sister. She informed him that there 
was no sawdust in last year’s dolls, and they 
both wept sadly.—V. O. Picayune. 


THE plumbers have always admired Mr, ‘Ten- 
nyson; but they object to his new book, It 
has a poem which says: “ For now the Heavenly 
Power makes all things new and thaws the cold.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal, 





The ym of Salvation Oil, the greatest cure on earth 
for pain, will pay a large reward if any certificate published by 
them is found not genuine. 





All persons afflicted with Dyspepsia, Diarrhoea, Colic, and all 
kinds of indigestion, will find immediate relief and sure cure by 
using Angostura Bitters. The only genuine is manufactured 
by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
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©. M. FERRY & CO., Detroit, ne 








“* Superior to any other published.” —PAi/a. Ev. Call. 


HONETIC SHORTHAND $1.50. Special In- 


struction by Mail, $ 
W.W. OSGOODBY, 


Pub. Rochester, N YF OR SELF- INSTRUCTION. 


* Circulars, "Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 





Send 6c. for postage for free costly box of goods which 
will help all to more money than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure. 
& Terms mailed free. True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


A. WEIDMANN & CoO., 


306 Broadway, Cor. Duane Street, New York. 
Importers and Manufacturers y 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. 





EPPS 'S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


JUST OUT: 
PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1886. 





Price Twenty-five Cents. 
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THE CELEBRATED 


Te” dechinan 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


CHICAGO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
AKER’ 


| Breaktist Cocoa 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
| admirably adapted for invalids as 

# well as for persons in health. 


W. BAKER & C0, Dorchester, Wass, 


ALL-NIGHT INHALATION! 


“A positive revolution in the treatment of Air Passage 
Discases, and, for the purpose designed, as valuable a 
discovery as vaccination.’? 


THE PILLOW-INHALER. 


A Speedy, Positive and Permanent Cure for 
Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, and 
Incipient Consumption. 

It is an elegantly made hair pillow, with reservoirs of evaporat- 
ing liquid, the fumes or vapor of which 
is inhaled all night long, whilst sleep- 
ing as usual, and without any discom- 
fort. It is used only at night, and is 
perfectly safe to the most delicate. 
There is no stomach-dosing, douching 
or snuffing; but just as a smoky lam 

will leave a deposit on a whitened oa 
so the Prrtow-INHALER, say for ezght 
hours at a time, spreads a powerful 
healing balm or salve on the inflamed inner coating of the diseased 
air-surfaces, from the nostrils to the bottom of the lungs, and 
hence into the blood. Old-fashioned inhalation, through a tube, 
for a few minutes a day, sometimes 
cured, Think of eight hours constant 
action, on the same principle, but in- 
tens‘fied a hundred-fold! ‘There are no 
pipes or tubes. The medicine is éreathed 
in, not swallowed, and goes right to 
the diseased parts. The testimony to 
its results is beyond all question, as at- 
tested by the experience of thou ands. 

Hon. E. L. HepDEN, Collector of the Port of New York, says: “I take 
| or yee | in stating that the PILLOW-INHALER has been of the greatest re- 
lef, and [ belleve of permanent benefit, to my wife, who has been a great 
sufferer from Bronchial and Catarrhal Troubles, accompanied with distress- 
ing Asthma. I recommend its use to all persons afflicted with such maladies. 

. L. HEDDEN, ::8 West 49th St., New York. 

THomas J. L. MCMANUS, a prominent New York Lawyer, 261 Broadway, 
says: * For five or six years L had been such a sufferer from Catarrh that I 
heard a constant ringing in my ears, and my memory became impaired. In 
the mornings I could scarcely breathe—and never through my nose. Lap- 
sores to four different physicians, representing the old and the new schools, 
but they gave me only temporary relief. I have been using the PILLOw-IN- 
MALER only since last winter, and L can truthfully say that I am now free 
from Catarrh and its attendant ills. My wife, who suffered from Bronchitis, 
and who was told by the doctors that she must go South to recover her health, 
is now almost well. She attributes all to the PILLOW-INHALER.” 

Murs M. I. CHapwWICck, Richland Centre, Bucks Co., Pa., says: “ I was going 
into Consumption, The PILLOW - INHALER has wrought such a cure for me 
that I feel I cannot do too much to spread the knowledge of it to others.” 

During the six years of its existence the PitLow-INHAL¥R has 
wrought cures of Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, and Corsumption, 
that have been more like miracles than the usual treatment of dis- 
ease. It is inexpensive and within the reach of every suffer: r, 
Send for Explanatory Pamphlet and Testimonials, or call. 


THE PILLOW-INHALER CO,, 
25 East 14th Street, New York. 


Main Orrice: 1520 Chest:.ut Street, Philadelphia. . 
When writing mention Puck. 782 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Addr . F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
“ CFs Madison St.. Chicago. ° 


TYPE SETTING, etc. 
gasye Printed directions, 
For business, home use, or 
For old or 
for 
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OT ELSEY & CO. 
Meriden, Conn. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 
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HER VINAIGRETTE. 





On velvet reclining, long, slender and shining 
As miniature bayonet— 
By hand cut obliquely, 
And lidded antiquely, 
A Tiffany vinaigrette. 


’Mid litter of jewels, fans, letters, prints, crewels, 
Gloves, perfumes and sweets en masse— 
Style pure as old Attic, 
Cold, chaste, achromatic, 
An icicle set in glass. 


Within it reposes rich attar of roses, 
Distilled in far Araby; 
But here, where her fingers 
Have clasped it, there lingers 
A fragrance more sweet to me. 


And where the bright cover her monogram over 
A wee tarnish faintly shows, 
Foretaste of what blisses, 
To shower with kisses 
The prints of her little nose! 
— Texas Siftings. 


FERDINAND Warp, having failed in Sing Sing 
prison both as a cleaner of stove castings and a 
book-keeper, has been put at running a print- 
ing-press. If he is not a success at this work, 
the prison authorities should organize a bank, 
and put him at the head of it. —Morristown 
Herald. 


‘CoE, now, Bertie, kiss your little sister and 
make up with her,” said mama to her little ten- 
year-old boy. 

“What! the Pawnee Chief bow low to pale- 
face Cry Baby! Mother, you ask too much.”’— 
Unknown Ex. 


“ THERE is one last request I would make,’’ 
said the dying grammarian: “ask the news- 
papers, if they give an account of my funeral, 
to avoid speaking of it as my ‘funeral obse- 
quies.’”’— Boston Courier, 


THE first number of the AZashan has been 
issued at Sitka. 
left.— Lorristown Herald. 


ATLANTA men do not wear ear-muffs. ‘The 
sidewalks are too narrow.—Loutsville Courter- 
Journal, 


A NUMBER of young ladies have determined 
to girlcut the dudes who drink.—/V. O, /ica- 
yune. 





Horsford’s Acid Phosphate 
For Women and Children. 

Dr. Jos. Ifott, New Orleans, La., says: ‘I have 
frequently found it of excellent service in cases of de- 
bility, loss of appetite, and in convalescence from ex- 
haustive illness, and particularly of service in treatment 
of women and children. 





The greatest consolation to one growing old, is the improved 
surroyndings which comes with age, experience and wisdom. 

Weare reminded of this fact by the appearance of the new Seed 
Annual of D.M. Ferry & Co., the celebrated seed men of Detroit, 
Mich, 


and best Known firm, in any business, in the United States.) 


(They e: joy the enviable reputation of being the widest 


Millions of }co le, gardening both for profit and pleasure, have 
found ever increasing satisfaction and delight in using their seeds. 

Every one desiring seeds of the highest type and best quality, 
should secure their Annual, It is sent free on applicat’on. 451 


YUST OUT: 


Puck's Annua 


FOR 1886. 


Price Twenty-five Cents. 








Mailed to any address on receipt of price. 





It is a cold day when it gets 









(uticura 


POSITIVE CURE 


for every form of 


SKIN and BLOOD 
DISEASE 
FROM 


PIMPLES 10 SCROFULA. 


CZEMA, or Salt Rheum, with its agonizing itching and burn- 
ing, instantly relieved by a warm bath with CuTicuRA Soar 
and a single application of Curicura, the great Skin Cure. 

This repeated daily, with two or three doses of Cuticura Re- 
SOLVENT, the New blood Purifier, to keep the blood’ cool, the 

erspiration pure and unirritating, the bowels open, the liver and 
Ghee active, will speedily cure 

Eczema, Tetter, Ringworm, Psoriasis, Lichen, Pruritus, Scall 
Head, Dandruff. and every species of Itching, Scaly and Pimply 
Humors of the Skin and Scalp, with Loss of Hair, when the best 
physicians and all known remedies fail. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curicura, 5oc.; Soap, 25c.: RgsoLv- 
ENT, $1. Prepared by Potter DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., Boston, 
Mass. 

ma@ Send for * How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 








New, elegant, 


by the Curicura AnTI-Pain PLASTER. 
infallible. 


7 Kinney Parns, Strains and Weakness instantly relieved 








~ OF PURE GOD LIVER OIL 
And Hypophospites of Lime & Soda 


Almost as Palatable as Milk. 


The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 
by delicate stomachs. 


‘AND AS_A_REMEDY_FOR_ CONSUMPTION: 
sCROFULOUS AFFECTIONS, ANAEMIA, GEN- 
ERAL DEBILITY, COUGHS AND THROAT AF- 
FECTIONS, and all WASTING DISORDERS OF 
CHILDREN it is marvellous in its results. 

cribed and endorsed by the best Physicians 
in the countries of the world. 
FOR SALE BY ALL DrRuUGGISTS. 
EAFNESS its CAUSES and CURE, by one who 
was deaf twenty-eight years. Trexted by most of 
the noted specialists of the day with no benetit. 
CURED HiIMsKLF in three months, and since then hundreds of others 
by same process. A plain, simple and successful home treatment. 
dress T. 8S. PAGE 
128 East 26th St., New York City. 
DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR Forces !uxariant Mustache, Whisker, 


or hur bald headsin 20 to 30 da: 
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| Extra Strength, Quick, Safe, Sure, No 
B other remedy, 2or 3 Pkgs. does the work. 
4 , Will_proveit or forfeit $100.00. Price 
se per Pkg. with directions sealed and = 273 
st ned pard 25 ets. 3 for 50 cts. stampe or silver, ~ 
.. <AmeSmith Mfg. Co., Palatine, Ills. 





mo THE PEERLESS VINEYARD 
ROLLER SKATE. 


Adjustable Action. Lever 
J : Clamp Fastening. Revolv- 

, ing Axles. Handsome, Noise- 
less and Easy Running. The best Skateever made for 
private use. “ Suited to the y ry orexpert. Sent by 
express on receipt of price, $6.00. Send for Catalogue 
of Roller Skates, etc. A. G@ SPALDING & BROS. 257 







drews Building, Chicago. 239 Broadway, N. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 





STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALL DEALERS TuroucHour Tne WORLD, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-18732, 


EDEN MUSEE 55 West 23rd Street. 

. Open from 11 to 11. Sundays from 
1 to 11.—Wonderful Tableanx and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 
—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in the Winter 


Garden every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, £0 cents, Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 











THE CHEAPEST AND BEST ! 


Poto Encravine G 


, 6? PARK PLACE. NEW YORK: 


ENGRAVING FOR ALL ILLUSTRATIVE AND 
- ADVERTISING PURPOSES 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN. No 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


PILES Instant relief. Final cure in 10 days, and 
‘ ash )e never returns. No purge, no salve, no sup- 
pository. Sufferers will learn of a simple remedy Free, by ad- 
dressing C.J. MASON, 78 Nassau. trvet, New York. 440 
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BUY YOUR DRY GOODS IN 
NEW YORK 


Pruces LowesT- STYLES BES]. 
ala ool ERKs tL MAIL ORD 
om ee a. oppor Leg catacocst. ERs 


LE BOUTILLIER BROTHERS fe 


BROADWAY & 14% ee 


PUCK. 





BUUND VOLUMES OF 


Back Numbers of Puck, from Vol. VII. 
in good condition, will be exchanged for corresponding 


upward, if 


bound Volumes in 
Cloth for -  - - $1 25- 
Half Morocco for 2.00. 


Cloth Covers for binding Puck, 75c.; by mail, $1. 
To Canada per Express, $1.25. 
Address, OFFICE OF PUCK, 
New York. 


cain a 


aaa & BERRY \ 
SPRINGFIELD,MASS. \, 
yon seston UEMAILED 
ON RECEIPT OF 2 CENTS 


PEARLS 3. MOUTH. 











BEAUTY AND FRAGRANCE 


Are communicated to the mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums TOSY, and 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel. 120 


3 
OKER S BITTERS 
The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 


L. FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


Hossfeld & Wierl, 


IMPORTERS © 


PURE 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


| Buda-Pesth & 39 Broad St., N. Y. 
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‘THERE is no end to the funny things that are 
seen aud heard by the teachers in our public 
schools. Once a teacher observed a huge blot 
of ink on a boy's copy-book. 

“ What is that ?”” he demanded. 

‘Sure, I think it’s a tear, sir.” 

**A tear? How could a tear be black ?” 

«Sure, I think wan o’ de colored boys dropped 
it, Sir,” 

For the comfort of children who know what 
it is to be “ flustered,”’ this is the laughable re- 
ply of a very bright and accomplished lady 
teacher who was passing a purely formal ex- 
amination in physiology. 

“Where is the alimentary canal?” was de- 
manded, 

* Really,” was the pleasant reply: “I forget 
whether it is in Indianapolis or Lilinois.”—San 
Francisco Argonaut, 

“A Monrreat Alderman has sued a news- 
p'per of that city for printing a speech which 
ie did not deliver.” If the paper had printed 
a speech he really did deliver, he probably 
would have killed the editor.—M. Y. Graphic. 


” 





On Sunday a man in Newkirk, Pa:, died | 


during a fit of laughter. 
of numerous cases of this kind during the next 
few weeks, Puck’s ANNUAL has been out sev- 
eral days.— Norristown Herald. 

New York doesn’t like John Lawrence Sul- 
livan, because he pronounces “ Hercules”? He- 
vac-u-les. New York always was jealous of the 


intellectual superiority of Boston.— Detroit Free | 


Press. 

SaM JonEs says: 
may put their feet in your tracks and be honor- 
able.”’ 
on the way home nights.— Rochester Post. Ex- 
press. 

SINCE the sacred white elephant of Burmah 
has been discovered to be black, it may be said 
that the elephant is not as white as he is painted, 
—N. ¥. Graphic. 

A SAFE RULE—Keep it locked and remem- 
ber the combination.—Lowed/ Citizen, 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and 4 Rheumatic Reme«‘y, 
Oval box, 34; round, 14 Pls. At all druggists’. 33 





ADVERTISERS can learn the cost of any proposed liie of 
Advertising at Geo. P. Rowell & Co.’s Newspaper Advertising 
Bureau, 10 Spruce St., N. Y. 


MAGIC LANTERNS 


Send 1oc. for a 100-page pamphlet 








A 5 . ng 
every subject for x 

Lee profitable UE fora Le @ small capital, Also, 
rns for Home Amusement. page Catalogue jre-. 
MCALLISTER, Mfg. Optician, 4@. Nassau St.,N. Y. 
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YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 


§ Per Cent Imperial Austrian 100-f1. Government Bond, 


ISSUE OF 1860. 


These bonds are shares in an Austrian Government loan, and are guaran- 
teed by the 'mperial Government and redeemed in drawings TWICE AN- 
NUALLY, until each bond is redeemed with at least 20 per cent over 
its face value. 
premiums ranging from 120 florins to 60,000 florins among the 
holders of bonds redeemed in each on The bonds also bear inter. 
est at the rate of 5 per cent nnum, payable semi-annual); 
Every bond is entitled to TWO RAW INGS ANNUALLY, until 
each and every bond is redeemed, with a larger or smaller premium. Every 
boud MUST draw one of the following premiums, as there are NO BLANKS, 


Premiunis. Flortns. Florins. 

3 a 60,000 - 120 000 

2 a 10.000 — 20,000 

2 a 5,000 _ 10,000 

4 a 2,900 — 8,060 

30 a 1,900 _ 30,000 

60 a 200 _ 12,000 

4,800 a 120 as 576,000 


Together 4,9°9 PREMIUMS, amounting to 776,000 FLORINS. The next 
redemption takes place on the First of February. and every bond 
bought of us on or before the Ist of FEBRUARY is entitled to the whole 
premium that may be drawn thereon on thet date. Onr-of-town orders 
sent in REGISTERED LeTTERS, and inclosing $5, will secure one of these 
honds for the next drawing Balance? payable in monthly instalments, 
For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO,, 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 

&@ The above Governme t Bonds are not to be compared with any 
tery wliatsvever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, and do 1x “ som 
gf t with any of ‘the laws of the United State s, 

. B.—In writing, ) @ase state that you saw this in the Eng 





lsh Puce. 











“Live so your children | 


part of the interest on the whole loan is distributed in | 


We may expect to hear | 


| 


That is, don’t walk all over the roa | 


| 














BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspe — Diarrhea, Fever and Agus, and all 
disorders of the Digestive rgans. Afew drops impart a delicious tia- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks, Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your gree eror druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
57 BROADWAY. N. V. 





JULIUS ENGEL, BERNHARD HELLER. 





ENGEL, HELLER & CO.. 


| Tokay & Buda-Pesth, 39 & 41 Ist Avenue, 
HUNGARY. NEW YORK. 
Imaporters of 


FINE HUNGARIAN, RHINE AND 
AUSTRIAN WINES. =” 


TORAY *ASZU IMPERIAL” A SPECIALTY. 


Philadelphia, ’76. Paris, 78. 


America’s Favorite Beer, 


BREWED BY 


Gbe (Unbeuser- 
Busch R, Ci. 


OF ST. LOUIS, MO. 
iy, 





The Auueuser- rhe Erlaawer 
usch Standard. 
\ The Pale Lager 
The Original 
Budweiser. The Faust. 





New stati "ss. 


Prospect ‘Brewery, 


Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


The highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Fxport in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its k-eping qualities are un neveladleonn y We 
slso recommend our 


Amsteream, 83. 





ERCULES MaLt WINE 
HERCULE ALT ING 

as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence. 


JUST OUT: 
PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 


Price Twenty-five Cents. 


1886, 
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AN AWKWARD YEHICLE. 


The Dangerous Development of the Great Patent Adjustable Bi-Metallic Bicycle. 


QGEFICE OF “PUCK” 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 





MAYER, McRKEL & OTTMANN LITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 





